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I am a man of parts,
Though they disjoint,
A Cripple .•.•
--20th Cent., Anon.
The reason I quit school and joined the army
on my eighteenth birthday was that I was desperate.
At the time I wanted to be an adventurer. Really.
You know how when you're a kid grownups ask you
what you want to be? That's what I mean.
A month before my birthday I ran away from
home, an eager and confident aspiring adventurer.
I was restless, searching, for truth, wisdom, some
thing. It was not intelligence, or knowledge, that
I lacked, but experience. The purification by fire.
A few days later I was picked up by the cops
for vagrancy. Since I was a minor I was not al
lowed to rot in jail - they even treated me decent
ly. Instead, I was forced to return immediately,
ignominiously, to my parents.
At first they blamed themselves, my mother
clinging and weeping on me till I was wet, my fa
ther motionless and unspeaking in some austere sor
row. That soon changed, however, to a flurry of
accusations and prophecies of downfall and doom,
and issued finally as a col~pervasive scorn.
That didn't help me, though. I still suffered
from the dullness of life at home, the triviality
of school, my lack of independence. But now I
suffered also shame. I had always been more seri
ous than others, more independent, and more daring
in taking up new ideas, debunking old. That did
not always increase my popularity - in fact, I
gradually came to be regarded cautiously, a nice
guy, but a little weird - but that didn't bother
me too much so long as I was pushing back the li
mits of my existence, seeking the limits, while

they were standing still .
You can imagine, then, how painful it was for
me. By being returned I was literally being forced
to stand still with them, and they knew it. Each
time I saw someone I knew I felt humiliated anew,
and when I turned away, with the eyes in the back
of my head, I'd see them smirk.
I was trapped. But I vowed that I would es
cape soon, even if I had to join the army to do it.
And that's what I did. On the morning of my eigh
teenth birthday I was gone, excited, happy, on my
own, and knowing no one could force me to return.
But the army soon palled on me. It was no ad
venture, not even a terrible adventure. It was
just terrible. It was like everything else I had
ever tried - I really didn't know what I had on my
hands. It was like being propositioned by a female
impersonator.
So there I was, a few months past eighteen,
full of life, anxious for life, and stuck in the
army. I had been stationed in Georgia after basic
training. So there I was, stuck in Georgia. It
was a huge base, with thousands of men on it, lit
tle green-clad men. I had never had much patience
with women - all the ones I knew were dumb - and,
hence, had had little time for them, either. But
with all those men around, and g£ women, I real
ized how much I missed them. Within a couple of
weeks I waS nearly frantic. There just were no
women, it seemed, to be had.
One night I went to a u.s.a. dance. Now the
only good thing about being in the army and sta
tioned in the South is that the people there have
an unfathomable affection for and allegiance to
the military. It is the Prussia of the U.S.A.
The prime benefit in that is that those Southern
belles really support their local U.S.O.'s. There
were real, live women there, not, as I'd heard
tell of u.s.a. dances in the North, a ward of in
mates from the nearest home for the retarded.
The Atlanta club had sent several bus loads of
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young, "y 'alling" girls all 60 or so miles to the
base for the dance. They were outnumbered about
five to one, but still I managed to meet one. Her
name was April, and she was fine. She was like her
namesake, fresh and untouched. There was even a
faint scent of flowers about her, something sweet
and virginal like 1i1ies-of-the-va11ey. And she was
lithe, like a young shoot sprouting buds. She gave
me her telephone number, and I promised to call her
the next time I was in Atlanta.
The very next Saturday I boarded the bus that
made regular weekend runs between the base and the
Atlanta U.S.O. It was the first time I had been
off the base. As we rolled along toward the city I
felt the influence of the army gradually give way to
a sense of freedom and life I hadn't experienced in
months. The Georgia earth, salmon red in the sun,
turned purple in the dusk. By the time I stepped
onto the sidewalk in front of the club it was dark.
The first stars were lit, and the air was warm and
sweet. I stood there awhile drinking in the city
and the air and the night. I wanted it to be mine,
or me to be part of it. A huge, red moon edged into
the sky. I went into the club.
I went to a phone booth, then decided to look
first through the club. Perhaps she was there. In
the lounges there were only a few GI's slouched in
the deep leather sofas and chairs. They slept or
stared dully in front of them, and paid attention to
nothing. I peeked expectantly into the ballroom.
It was empty except for a lone young man sitting
at the far end looking up into the shadows of the
cavernous ceiling.
She was not there. I went back to the phone
booth, pulled out my recently purchased little black
book (April's was the only name so far), composed
myself, then dialed the number. It rang a long time.
I was nervous.
Finally, a slight, sweet voice answered.
"Hello, April?"
"No,1t the voice answered, "this is June. April's
not here right now."

3-"

"Oh," I sighed, not quite able to conceal my
disappointment, Ildo you know when she'll be back?"
1I
"Not till late. She has a date.
"Oh," I said again, numbly. All for nought.
I could see myself lolling listlessly about with the
rest of the GI's until the bus returned to base.
The evening, my hopes, everything, all for nought.
"Can I take a message?" the voice asked.
Her question revived me. I had an idea. "Did
you say your name was June?"
"Yes, I'm April's sister. Why?"
I laughed. "Are you all named for months of
the year?"
She laughed, too. ''We're twins."
"NO," I countered, feeling very clever, "May is
Twins; April is The Bull and June is Cancer." She
laughed hesitantly, as if she didn't understand, but
said nothing. "Do you have a date tonight, June?1I
IINo," she answered softly.
"Well how would you like to go out with me, then?1I
She acted as if the question confounded her. There
was a long silence, then, "I don't know. Well, 1. ..
I'm not as pretty as my sister."
"What's this talk?" I demanded. I felt very con
fident. I~O you have a date? No. Besides, you don't
know how pretty I am, either. Come on."
Reluctantly she agreed. I didn't care, as long
as she said, Yes. I grinned at myself in the glass of
the booth and pencilled, "& June," next to "April" in
my little black book.
Suddenly she blurted out, "I don't know your
name! "
I laughed, and, to my own surprise, I lied, too.
I even told her I was stationed at a different base.
I did it without thinking, as if I'd done it thou
sands of times before. I was immensely pleased with
myself when I set the receiver down. It was beauti
ful. I'd turned the tables on Fortune, molded a di
saster into success. What was most beautiful of all
was lying about my name - now, if I were discreet
about it, I could date both of them at the same time

as
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and they'd never kn~N. I just sat there for a while
and grinned at myself in the glass.
Though I knew she would be a while, I went out
side to waiL I was too impatient. After the dim
ness of the club and the stale, heavy odors of old
rugs and leather, the clear night and the sweet At
lanta air took hold of me. The moon, paled to a
faint rose, filled the sky now. Again, as when I'd
stepped off the bus, I stood enchanted by it. I
seemed, in some delicious, mysterious way, to be at
tuned to the night. I imagined being with June some
where under this sky, though in my imagination I saw
April. One thing bothered me - June saying she was
not as pretty as April. What if they weren't identi
cal twins? I hadn't thought of that. What if she
were a real dog?
I recognized her immediately, though, when the
car pulled up opposite the club. It might be April,
I thought,grateful, Rnd banished my doubts. I was
anxious n~N. I waved and hurried around to the pas
senger's side and hopped in.
I was transfixed. She said nothing, but stared
fearfully at me with large, dark eyes both pleading
and accusing.
She had a hairlip.
I'm not sure, but I think I said, Hello.
"My parents said it was alright as long as we
go back to our house." She spoke softly, but there
was something cold in her voice, a sort of pitiful
defiance.
"Oh, well fine," 1 replied, as if to say, "1
could think of nothing better."
She dropped her eyes and moved, I realized, for
the first time. She leaned back in the seat, and
her arm, held stiffly at the wheel, dropped momen
tarily to her lap. She became flustered again, as
she had on the phone. "They're old-fashioned,1I
she began apologetically, "they say they have to
meet a boy before they'll let us go out with him."
"That's only right," T commented in a tone
of sympathetic agreement.

3&

She glanced sidelong at me, fidgeted with the
hem of her dress. "Well," she asked hesitantly,
tentatively, "shall we go?"
"You're driving," I said banteringly.
What it was that made me speak that way, as if
that lip didn't matter at all, I'm not sure. I was
in shock. I spoke automatically, in an unaffected
tone, while all the time I was cringing inside. It
must have been my sensitivity. I have always been
very sensitive to the way others feel. I attribute
it to my childhood.
My father was a preacher, a fundamentalist
preacher, and my mother was a fundamentalist prea
cher's wife. That's hard on a kid.
My earliest memory is of my mother saying to
me after I'd done something bad, "How do you think
Jesus feels when you do something like that?" I
bowed my head and shuffled my feet and muttered,
penitently, "Bad." When my father came home from
his sheep-tending he took the razor strop from its
hook. "Down with your pants," he commanded, his
face impassive. "Son, I don't get any" - thwack 
"pleasure from having to do this. It" - thwack 
"hurts me more than it" - thwack - "hurts you.
I'm just the" - thwack - "agent of the Lord."
This scene was repeated many times. When you
worry about how something as big as Jesus feels,
it's a simple thing to tell the feelings of a puny
mortal. I became very perceptive.
We were already on residential streets by the
time the shock of the lip wore off. I had blithe
ly committed myself to the evening with her. Even
when it did wear off, the consciousness of her lip
was oppressive. While I was in that strange state,
that delirium, though I could talk without betray
ing my aversion, I could not carry a conversation
on. I was not uneasy about it, but I could see she
was. During the silences she would shift her posi
tion often and glance at me furtively while I, for
the most part, watched the city fade into the sub
urbs. But if I was looking at her when she glanced
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at me, I smiled, and a barely perceptible smile, a
twitch, would touch her lips. Each time she at
tempted conversation I was amazed at the natural
ness of my replies - as though I were talking to
her sister - though I couldn't keep the talk going.
In spite of my revulsion her lip began to
fascinate me. It was like a sack of meal tied a
round the middle with a rope and hung from a beam.
In the dim light of the street the two depending
globs of flesh were illuminate~while the taut,
scar-like line was in shadow. I wondered what it
would be like to kiss it.
I had resigned myself to my fate, and had
even begun to tell her about myself, when we pulled
into the drive of their house. It was a comfort
able, brick, but rather non-descript looking place,
except for two fluted columns pretentiously flank
the door. I had, however, begun to dread meeting
her parents, the ordeal that might be. How could
they help but be suspicious of someone like me show
ing up with June. I could see her old man drawing
me aside and demanding, with a nod at his daughter,
''What are your purposes, boy?"
But as we crossed the lawn, I a step or two
behind, I noticed with some amusement at first a
curious dipping motion of her head and shoulders as
she walked. Then, in the dawning of comprehension
and horror, I dropped my eyes. I saw that the left
leg, while not stick-like, was smaller than the other
and shorter, apparently, for her hip, which was also
skimpy and a little flat, seemed to lift, then jerk
forward at each step, lifted and lurched, and I
lapsed back into shock.
My memory of the first few minutes inside the
house is fuzzy. I recollect being led, pointlessly
it seemed, through several rooms and finally ending
up in the kitchen. She left me for a moment and
disappeared, dipping and lurching, into yet another
room. She returned with her mother, an aging, hand
some woman with that practiced, yet charming, South
ern grace. "y'all look hungry," she decided with

3S

a smile. She gave us milk and cookies, then stood
there watching, smiling hospitably wide, and occa
sionally addressing a hospitably inane question to
me, to each of which I replied with that miraculous
facility. June was silent, content apparently to
eat her cookies and glow. I had the impression I
was being presented as some highly coveted trophy,
and her mother, by her smiles and questions, was
showing proper parental pride and admiration.
Finally she said, "I'll leave you young people
alone now," and left. Her saying that, smiling
sweetly, seemed strange to me. I resented the im
plication. It was almost obscene.
When we finished our snack, we went through a
narrow door and started down the steps to the base
ment. "What's down here?" I asked.
"The rec room," was the reply.
"Oh," I said. I was afraid to ask what there
was to do.
It was a large, low-ceilinged room. The lino
leum-tiled floor, in which a shuffleboard court was
marked out, gleamed dully
in the dim light. On one
side of the room was an old, over-stuffed sofa and
several easy chairs, \.,ith a bar behind them. On the
other side, I noticed with horror, was a ping pong
table.
She must have seen me staring at the table.
"Do you want to play ping pong?" she asked despair
ingly.
Gamer than I thought, I thought. Visions of
her hobbling around at the far end of the table be
sieged me. "Why don't we just sit and talk," I sug
gested.
!lI'd like that," she said, brightening. "I'll
put some records on."
I sat d~Nn on the sofa. She went behind the
bar, set some records on the spindle, then returned,
dipping and lurching, and eased herself down at the
other end of the sofa.
"What do you do?1I I asked, finally, to break
the silence.
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She must have seen me staring at the table.
"Do you want to play ping pong?" she asked despair
ingly.
Gamer than I thought, I thought. Visions of
her hobbling around at the far end of the table be
sieged me. "Why don't we just sit and talk," I sug
gested.
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"I just stay at home," she said, looking away,
"and help my mother. But let's not talk about me.
Nothing interesting ever happens to me." Her mouth
twitched again in that self-conscious smile.
I felt she was obliging me to protest.
"No, it's true," she interrupted, for which I
was grateful. "I'd like to hear about you." It
seemed almost a plea.
I decided that was best. There was no telling
what might come up if she talked at any length about
herself.
"Do you like the army?" she asked.
"No," I answered bluntly.
"Why did you join, then?" Her face, her eyes,
were candid. She really was curious.
"I was searching for truth and adventure," I
laughed. I had by this time nearly recovered from
my second state of shock. Her lip had begun to fas
cinate me again.
"Oh, you're kidding me," she said, unsure.
"No, I'm serious."
She looked quizzically at me. ''Did you find it?"
"No."
''Well, maybe you will," she said, then suddenly,
"In fact, I'm sure you will. I can tell."
Haw ironic it is, that coming from her.
"I wish I could tell," I said. "I've been look
ing for a long time."
"You are kidding me," she chided.
"No, it's true. Ever since I was a kid, a babe
in arms almost. You see, my father was a preacher,
and my mother was his wife - don't laugh. That's no
foregone conclusion. It's not unheard of for a prea
cher or a preacher's wife ...well, that's beside the
point. I, at least, am no bastard."
She flinched at that. It was amusing to see, in
her candid expression again, how uncomfortable the
subject made her.
"At least I don't think I am," I continued. "I
never asked them, of course, but they wanted me to
become a man of the cloth, and I take that as proof
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of my legitimacy. That would have been too audacious
a wish for them i f they'd known different."
"I'll bet you'd make a good preacher," she said.
''Maybe I would," I said, "if I believed in God."
"You don't believe in God?" she gasped. "Are
you an Atheist?"
"No, that's as bad as believing. How can you
tell either way?"
"I don't know. I guess it's not a matter of
knowing, but of believing," she said seriously, her
eyes studying the floor. Of course, I, too, was
serious, but I had begun to warm to my subject.
"That's what they all say, but there's something
fishy about it. I can't do it." I paused, watching
for a reaction, but she said nothing. She gazed at
me intensely, her wide brown eyes - she had lovely
eyes, really, like April'S - a mixture of trepidation
and fascination. "Morbid curiosity" is the phrase
for it, I guess. I thought it was funny.
"It really goes back to what I started to tell
you - when I was a child. My earliest memory is of
my mother saying to me - I'd done something I wasn't
supposed to - 'How do you think Jesus feels when you
do things like that?' I was crushed. And I was a
fraid. See that's what religion does. It relies on
fear. It creates the fear, then provides the refuge
from it. Anyway, I shuffled my feet and mumbled
penitently, 'He doesn't like it.' When my father
came home he took the razor strop down and whipped
me with it. I can still remember him standing there
above me, huge, with no emotion in his face, and the
arm coming down. All the time he was saying, 'I
don't enjoy doing this. I'm just the agent of the
Lord.' Whack. Hah!
"This happened many times. I can't remember
any of my 'crimes' - all I remember is the 'How do
you think Jesus feels' and the beatings."
She nodded her head sympathetically.
"But I was a precocious child," I laughed, "and,
though I always bowed my head and shuffled my feet, I
began to suspect something, even at that early age.
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about and never go out and live themselves. It's
the worst sort of deception.
Actually, I despise such people - these racon
~ _ now.
If what they did affected only them
selves it would be trivial - one wasted life. But
people do listen to them, and have all through his
tory, fro~ Jesus - he was the biggest storyteller
of all - on up to today. It's one of the greatest
crimes against humanity.
'~e don't need stories about life.
We need
life itself."
She fidgeted self-consciously and mumbled, al
most whispered, "Yes." Even in the dim light, she
flushed visibly.
"Of course, I didn't realize it at the time,"
I said. "I just felt something lacking. And then
I thought I found the answer in philosophy, but it
was the same as the others. I never felt at ease,
or complete, satisfied, with it. I know what it is
now that made me feel that way. It was all so gen
eral and abstract. It loses sight of real, live
people. And it doesn't even recognize the indivi
dual, let alone that each man must find his truth
himself. It's all principles and systems, almost
as bad as religion.
"You knO'"N' what I think?" I asked.
"No, what?"
"I think the reason people embrace religion or
philosophy or whatever is that they're afraid."
"Of what?"
"Of life, I suppose. No, really they're afraid
to die, and that makes them afraid to live. They ..•. "
I almost said, "They need a crutch," and barely caught
myself in time. "They invent heavens so that they
think they "lililive so~etime, even i f it's not ,,,hile
they're alive." I hadto laugh at that. "And they
make all sorts of laws and codes and systems which
give them a reason for not living and,at the same time,
give them a feeling of security. But they're so afraid
to live they can't stand to see someone who is really
alive. It makes them even more fearful. It raises

Of course, I didn't become an agnostic then - that
didn't happen till I was thirteen - but I did think
there must be a reason for doing, or not doing,
something, not just whether Jesus likes it or not,
and I began to look for it.
"People who seemed to have the answer impressed
me greatly, and then I'd want to be the same thing
they were. You know how when you're a kid grownups
ask you what you want to be? That's what I mean.
Except that I wasn't like most kids, who are simply
attracted by excitement and adventure. I was always
attracted by whether it seemed good, or true, or
whatever.
"The first thing I wanted to be was a doctor."
"You'd be a good doctor," she said, her mouth
twitching in that smile again.
"But after a while I realized that all doctors
worry about is the body - and money - and could care
less about the really important things."
"But sometimes ... ," she interrupted, a trifle
plaintive.
"I know, I know, but they don't worry about why
people do things, or the right way to live, except
that you ought to eat properly, etc. That's not
what I'm concerned about.
"Anyway, I decided then that I'd become a writer."
"That's what you remind me of," she interrupted
again, smiling as if now she had me figured out.
"But that didn't satisfy me, either."
"Why not?"
"I'm not sure," I answered. "There's just some
thing phoney about it." Then it occurred to me. I
had never thought of it before, and even as I said it
I didn't realize how right I was.
"When you get right down to it, telling stories
is lying. Make-believe people doing make-believe
things. "
"But people like it," she said with a shrug.
"That's the problem. They're amused, they're
charmed, and they forget about their own lives. Or
they're so moved they imagine they know what life is
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doubts. So they use their heavens and hells to try
to crush the person."
I stopped talking. I was rather pleased with
myself. I had never put it so well before. She, too,
said nothing. She sat, merely, gazing as if dumb
struck at me.
"So that's where I am now," I said, finally
rousing myself. "I began to realize that you have to
find your own truth - in fact, that is the only truth 
and I saw that men who were independent and active were
the only ones who would ever make it. So I decided to
become an adventurer." I laughed.
"But I thought you said you hadn't found it," she
reminded, apologetically, as if, through her own stu
pidity, she hadn't understood.
"Well, I haven't. Yet. But maybe what's impor
tant is the search. I feel, though, as if I'm close
now, as if I may come upon it at any time."
"Yes," she said, sighing.
We were silent again, each in our own thoughts.
"I've never .•• ," she began timidly. Suddenly there
was a stillness as abrupt as a shot. The music had
stopped, and though we had hardly been aware of it,
it startled us both. She blushed and became flustered
again. "Shall I turn them over?" she asked.
"Might as well."
She rose and moved, with her dipping motion, back
to the bar. It was a shame, really. With the bar
hiding
her body to the waist and her face turned
slightly away, hiding the hairlip, she looked very
pretty. I decided to follow her. In the brighter
light behind the bar I noticed moisture, a mist of
swea~ on her upper lip.
I felt again the desire to
know what it would be like to kiss it. After flipping
the records, she straightened up and smiled, that
twitch. I looked into her eyes a moment, trying to
decide.
"Is there any booze in the bar?" I asked.
"Lots."
"Why don I t we have a drink?"
"My parents wouldn't like that at all," she
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said, wide-eyed and properly fearful.
"Oh, come on. Got to live a little."
She hesitated a while longer but submitted
finally and began rummaging through the cabinet.
"But what if they smell it?" she asked, fearful again.
"Take vodka. It doesn't smell."
She pulled a nearly full fifth. A little would
never be missed.
"Better drink from the bottle, 11 I said. 11 No
evidence that way. You first."
She smiled that frightened smile, then sipped
gingerly and passed the bottle to me.
liTo you," I said, then took a slug. I looked
at her and smiled. She dropped her eyes. I couldn't
decide. If we could dance, I thought, it would be
simple enough. But that was too bizarre - like the
ping pong. I thought for a moment I should just lift
her face to me and kiss it. She just stood there,
her eyes to the floor.
Too obvious, I thought to myself, get her to
take a drink and then try to make out. She'd proba
bly think I was "like all the rest,1I take umbrage.
I wanted no scene in her old man's house.
She just stood there, staring at the floor. The
whole thing began to peeve me. "I didn't realize,1I I
said, looking at my watch, "it's getting late. I
guess I'd better get going."
She looked up then, a question in her face.
llI've already missed the bus back," I explained.
111'11 have to hitchhike.
"I'm sorry," she said, "I didn't mean to make
you stay so long. Now you'll probably get in trouble
just because of me." She looked miserable.
"That's alright. I'll make it back in time. I
just need to get going."
She went, then, jerking more roughly than usual,
to ask i f she could drive me to the highw"ay.
I took
another slug of the vodka.
"It's OK with them," she said when she returned.
I persuaded her to take another drink of the vod
ka so I could have one" then we went upstairs. Her
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parents were at the door.
"Good night," they said. "Come again real soon."
"I had a very nice time. Thanks for the milk
and cookies," I smiled, trying to hurry out the door.
It was a relief to be outside. The air had
cooled slightly, but was still warm. The moon was
high now, at its zenith, and small and silver.
We spoke nothing as the car cruised out of the
suburbs, through the lighted but empty city, and back
through suburbs toward the country. I was disgusted.
The whole evening, the whole trip, my hopes, had been
futile. Come to see April, a budding young blosso~,
a lily, and what do I get - June, a ravaged rose.
And don't even sniff that. I berated myself for not
hopping back out of the car as soon as I saw the lip.
Something might have turned up at the club. I looked
at June. She was sitting very straight, looking
straight ahead.
She pulled over, finally, at the last lighted
intersection. Still neither of us said anything. It
became uncomfortable.
"Well .... "
"I wish you didn't have to go," she blurted out,
turning anxiously t~Nard me. Her eyes, at least, were
lovely, and I still wanted to see what it would be
like to kiss her.
"I suppose I could wait a little yet," I said.
l~y don't you drive on and see if we can find a
place to pull off the road."
Her mouth twitched again. She threw the car in
gear and drove off slowly. She watched intently for
a turn-off. After a quarter-mile or so we pulled in
to a narrow track leading into a stand of pines. It
went only a short way, then stopped suddenly where
the black, thick trees opened into a small, brightly
moonlit clearing.
She killed the motor, then sat back and stared
in front of her through the windshiel<i. I twas
very still. The pines rose in a black, jagged wall
all round. The moon was so bright the color of the
earth was visible, purple, and haired with long,
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at June. She was sitting very straight, looking
straight ahead.
She pulled over, finally, at the last lighted
intersection. Still neither of us said anything.
became uncomfortable.
"Well. ..• II
"I wish you didn't have to go," she blurted out,
turning anxiously t~Nard me. Her eyes, at least, we
lovely, and I still wanted to see what it would be
like to kiss her.
"I suppose I could wait a little yet," I said.
'~y don't you drive on and see if we can find a
place to pull off the road."
Her mouth twitched again. She threw the car in ·1
gear and drove off slowly. She watched intently for
a turn-off. After a quarter-mile or so we pulled in-,
to a narrow track leading into a stand of pines. It
went only a short way, then stopped suddenly where
the black, thick trees opened into a small, brightly I
moonlit clearing.
She killed the motor, then sat back and stared
in front of her through the windshielcl • I t was
very still. The pines rose in a black, jagged wall
all round. The moon was so bright the color of the
earth was visible, purple, and haired with long,
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sparse, silver grasses.
lilt's beautiful, isn't it?" she whispered, turn
ing to me, her eyes wide, waiting. As I leaned to
ward her, she literally lunged at me seeking my mouth.
We kissed a long time. From far off came the
sound of dogs baying, softened by the distance and
the trees.
I~at's that?" I asked.
"Coon hounds," she sighed
"Hunting?"
"I guess.
"I didn't know they still did that."
"Yes," she sighed.
Her head was cradled in my arm, her face up at
mine. The cold light of the moon washed over us.
"You're beautiful," she whispered.
It was at that moment that I began to realize
what had always been missing, why I ,,,as perpetually
nagged by a vague dissatisfaction. I had always
looked to someone else for the answer, or for appro
bation. And now I suddenly realized that it was in
me, a force, which had always been there, of which I
had always been aware, but which I had forever re
pressed. I needed only my will to use it. I had
never escaped, really, the ''hO<N Jesus feels," but only
replaced it. I was aroused.
I leaned d~ and kissed her again. The urgings
grew stronger. Suddenly she pulled back and sat up
straight behind the wheel.
"No,1! she whispered.
''Don't you want to?1I I demanded gently.
IIOh, yes, II she cried.
"Then why not?"
"Not this time," she breathed, and looked direct
ly, searchingly, in my eyes. I said nothing. "I've
never met anyone like you ••. ," she began. "I know I'm
not .... " She broke off and looked out the window.
"Do you like me, a little?"
"I wouldn't be here if I didn't, II I said.
She glanced at me, then looked in her lap, fid
geted with her fingers. "Will YJU come see me again?"
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I took a deep breath. I needed to control the
surging in me, which threatened, it seemed, to burst
me apart. "I will if I know it's worth my time,11 I
said coo1y.
She leaned forward and wrapped her arms around
the wheel. She rested her forehead against the top.
Her eyes were closed. After a moment I took her arm
and dragged her toward me.

* there nude. *Her shrunken leg
* dangled
She lay
off the front of the seat. Her face was under the
the wheel and split in two by its black shadcr~. Her
skin looked soapy in the moonlight. Where her lip
was drawn up one tooth showed.
It revulsed me.
She opened her eyes slightly and smiled. "I
love you,ll she whispered softly, sweetly.
I could barely speak. The tone of appropria
tion in her voice infuriated me.
"What do you think I ~I!!,II I cried. "You sicken
me. 1I
A low moan, rising steadily, poured through that
gash in her mouth. Slowly she squeezed her legs to
gether. I got dressed.
"I want to die, I want to die," she blubbered
between moans. I opened the door and got out. "I
want to die! II
It was disgusting. "Be my guest," I said, and
shut the door
I walked quickly down the trail be
tween the black pines and outdistanced the sound of
her moaning by the time I emerged fro~ the trees.
The only sound as I started down the road in the
direction of the base was the sound of my feet crunch
ing in the gravel. I had put her out of my mind. For
the first time in my life I felt absolutely at peace.
There had been a great release. It was like dying. I
walked happily, buoyantly. I felt whole and a part of·
nature, and I stepped onto the road to disturb it less
with the sound of my feet.
The moon, falling now, gilded the road, me, with
silver and sparkled on the needles of the pines. Far
off the hounds again took up their baying.
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